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THE ALDINE. 
._'_ _k<_ 

ELAINE. 

^Vhatever opinion we may hold regarding the 

poet laureate's rank among poets?and opinions will 
differ as to his merits, even as they differed regarding 
his immediate predecessor?the many beauties of the 

. Arthurian poems can not be denied ; nor, among 
them all, is there a more touching or more beautiful 

story of true, pure, overmastering love, than that of 
Elaine. Linked as her history is with that of Lan 

celot, she shares none of the blame which may be 

given to that brave but false knight?she dies for love 
of what was great in him, seeing nothing of the one blot 
on the shield she is introduced to us as worshiping : 

" Elaine the fair, Elaine the lovable, 

Elaine, the lily maid of Astolat, 

High in her chamber up a tower to the east 

Guarded the sacred shield of Lancelot; 
Whicfi first she placed where morning's earliest ray 

Might strike it, and awake her with the gleam ; 

Then, fearing rust or soilure, fashioned for it 

A case of silk, and braided thereupon 
All the devices blazoned on the shield 

In their own tinct, and added, of her wit, 
A border fantasy of branch and flower, 
And yellow-throated nestling in the nest." 

The poet then goes on to tell us how the "lily 
maid 

" was used to climb the stairs to gaze upon the 

shield, to imagine stories for the many dints uppn its 

surface, and explains how she came to be its custodian. 
Arthur the king had once found, on a mouldering 

skeleton, a kingly crown set with nine diamonds, 
which he had made the prizes for nine annual tour 
naments. Sir Lancelot had won eight of these, and 
and hoped to win the ninth, when he purposed pre 
senting the whole to Queen Guinevere ? for whom 
his love was well known ?but as yet he had told no 
one of his purpose. Mistakenly fancying from a look 
6f tne 'queen's, that she, being prevented by illness 
from attending the jousts, desired him to remain with 

* 
her, he tells the king an unhealed wound will prevent 

^ his attendance. This does not please the queen, who 
J desires him to go, and makes up for him the story 
^ that he preferred to go in disguise, in order, if he won, 

no portion of his triumph might be attributed to the 
dread of his name. Thereupon Lancelot mounts and 
rides away at random, losing his way, until he sees the 
Castle of Astolat: 

' # 

) 
" Thither he made and wound the gateway horn ; 

Then came an old, dumb, myriad-wrinkled man, 
Who let him into lodging and disarmed. 

And Lancelot marveled at the wordless man ; 
And issuing found the Lord of Astolat 

With two strong sons, Sir Torre and Sir Lavaine, 

Moving to meet him in the castle court; 
And close behind them stept the lily maid 

Elaine, his daughter : mother of the house 

There was not." 

Here he is hospitably received, and, without revealing 
his identity, telis them he is going to the tournament, 
but in disguise;-'and asks that they will lend him a 

plain shield in place of his own, which is too well 
known. This is agreed to, and he is offered the 
shield of Sir Torre, who, having been hurt in his 
first joust, can not use it. Sir Lavaine purposes also 

taking a part in the tourney, and jestingly proposes 
to win the diamond and bring it home for his sister 

Elaine, who flushes a little at this joking, whereupon 
Lancelot courteously maintains she might wear "as 
fair a jewel as is on earth 

" 
without impropriety. 

" He spoke and ceased : the lily maid Elaine, 
Won by the mellow voice before she looked, 
Lifted her eyes, and read her lineaments. 
The great and guilty love he bare the queen, 
In battle with the love he bare his lord, 
Had marred his face, and marked it ere his time. 
Another sinning on such heights with one, 
The flower of all the west and all the world, 
Had been the sleeker for it: but in him 
His mood was often like a fiend, and rose 

And drove him into wastes and solitudes 
For agony, who was yet a living soul. 
Marred as he was, he seemed the goodliest man, 
That ever among ladies ate in hall, 
And noblest, when she lifted up her eyes. 
However marred, of more than twice her years, 
Seamed with an ancient swordcut on the cheek, 
And bruised and bronzed, she lifted up her eyes 
And loved him, with that love which was her doom." 

At night he is feasted, and tells them tales of his 

battles, dwelling most, however, on the valor of the 

king, saying : " * For the king, 
However mild he seems at home, nor cares 

For triumph in our mimic wars, the jousts? 
For if his own knight cast him down, he laughs, 

Saying, his knights are better men than he ? 

Yet in this heathen war the fire of God 

Fills him ; I never saw his like ; there lives 

No greater leader.' 
While he uttered this, 

Low to her own heart said the lily maid, 
' Save your great self, fair lord.' 

" 

She loves like Desdemona, and even her bed fails 
to bring peace to her maiden heart, troubled by its 
first great love : 

" And all night long his face before her lived, 
As when a painter, poring on a face, 

Divinely through all hindrance finds the man 

Behind it, and so paints him that his face, 
The shape and color of a mind and life, 
Lives for his children, ever at its best 

And fullest; so the face before her lived, 

Dark-splendid, speaking in the silence, full 

Of noble things, and held her from heir sleep. 
Till rathe she rose, half-cheated in the thought 
She needs must bidlarewell to sweet Lavaine. 

First as in fear, step after step, she stole 
Down the long tower-stairs, hesitating : 

Anon, she heard Sir Lancelot cry in the court, 
* This shield, my friend, where is it ? ' and Lavaine 

Past inward, as she came from out the tower. 

There to his proud horse Lancelot turned, and smoothed 
The glossy shoulder, humming to himself. 

Half-envious of the flattering hand, she drew 

Nearer, and stood." 

He. is amazed at her beauty, and she suddenly be 
comes desirous that so noble a knight should wear 
her favor in the tilt : 

" ' Fair lord, whose name I know not ? noble it is, 
I well believe, the noblest ? will you wear 

My favor at this tourney ?' 
' 
Nay,' said he, 

'Fair lady, since I never yet have worn 

Favor of any lady "in the lists. 

Such is my wont, as those who know me know.' 

'Yea, so,' she answered ; 'then in wearing mine 

Needs must be lesser likelihood, noble lord, ' 
That those who know should know you.' And he turned 

Her counsel up and down within his mind, 
And found it true, and answered, 

' 
True, my child. 

Well, I will wear it: fetch it out to me : 

What is it ? 
* And she told him, 

' A red sleeve 

Broidered with pearls,' and brought it: then he bound 

Her token on his helmet, with a smile 

Saying, 
' I never yet have done so much 

For any maiden living ;' and the blood 

Sprang to her face, and filled her with delight; 
But left her all the paler, when Lavaine 

Returning brought the yet unblazoned shield, 
His brother's ; which he gave to Lancelot, 
Who parted with his own to fair Elaine ; 

' Do me this grace, my child, to have my shield 
In keeping till I come.' ' A grace to me,' 
She answered, 'twice to-day. I am your squire.' 

" 

Then Lancelot, attended by Lavaine, rides away. 
At night they stay at the hut of a hermit-knight, 

" not 
far from Camelot; 

" 
and in the morning, having heard 

mass and broken their fast, they ride down to Cam 

elot, where the lists have been erected, Lancelot on 
the way revealing his identity to his companion. The 
combat opens : 

" And Lancelot bode a little, till he saw 

Which were the weaker ; then he hurled into it 

Against the stronger: little need to speak 
Of Lancelot in his glory : king, duke, earl, 

Count, "baron ? whom he smote, he overthrew. 

But in the field were Lancelot's kith and kin, 

Ranged with the Table Round that held the lists, 

Strong men, and wrathful that a stranger knight 
Should do and almost overdo the deeds 

Of Lancelot; and one said to the other, 
' Lo ! 

What is he ? I do not mean the force alone, 
The grace and versatility of the man ? 

Is it not Lancelot!' ' When has Lancelot worn 

Favor of any lady in the lists ? 

Not such his wont, as we that know him know.' 
' How then ? who then ? ' a fury seized on them, 

A fiery family passion for the name 

Of Lancelot, and a glory one with theirs. 

They couched their spears and pricked their steeds, 
and thus, 

Their plumes driven backward by the wind they made 

In moving, all together down upon him 

Bare, as a wild wave in the wild North Sea, 

Green-glimmering toward the summit, bears, with all 

Its stormy crests that smote against the skies, 
Down on a bark, and overbears the bark, 
And him that helms it, so they overbore 

Sir Lancelot and his charger, and a spear 
* 

Down-glancing lamed the charger, and a spear 
Pricked sharply his own cuirass, and the head 

Pierced thro* his side, and there snapt, and remained." 

Sir Lavaine brings him the horse of an old knight 
whom he had himself overthrown, and Sir Lancelot 

desperately rallies, drives back his kinsmen, and is 
awarded the prize, which, however, he refuses to re 

ceive, saying his prize is death. He leaves the ground 
with Lavaine, forbidding any to follow him. He is 
cared for by the hermit, and meantime Arthur sends 
Gawain with the diamond in search of the strange 
knight, not at all to Sir Gawain's liking. The king 
then goes to tell the queen the history of the day, and 
learns that the victor-knight was indeed Lancelot. 

" Then replied the king: 
' Far lovelier in our Lancelot had it been, s 

In lieu of idly dallying with the truth, v; 
To have trusted me as he has trusted you. 

Surely his king and most familiar friend 

Might well have.kept his secret. True, indeed, 
Albeit I know my knights fantastical, 
So fine a fear in our large Lancelot 

Must needs have moved my laughter : now remains 

But little cause for laughter : his own kin ? 

111 news, my queen, for all who love him, these! 

His kith and kin, not knowing, set upon him ; 
So that he went sore wounded from the field : 

Yet good news too: for goodly hopes are mine 

That Lancelot is no more a lonely heart. 

He wore, against his wont, upon his helm 

A sleeve of scarlet, broidered with great pearls, 
Some gentle maiden's gift.' 

* 
Yea, lord,'she said, 

* Your hopes are mine,' and saying that she choked, 
And sharply turned about to hide her face, 
Moved to her chamber, and there flung herself 

Down on the great king's couch, and writhed upon it, 
And clenched her fingers till they bit the palm, 
And shrieked out "traitor" to the unhearing wall, 
Then flashed into wild tears, and rose again, 
And moved about her palace, proud and pale." 

Gawain, riding everywhere in his quest, comes at 
last to Astolat, where he soon finds that the "lily 

maid" is she whose favor Lancelot wore, and also 

finds that Lancelot was the unknown knight. He is 

captivated by Elaine's beauty, and strives to win her 

love; but, finding the task hopeless, he gives it up 
and goes his way, glad to get back to the pleasures of 
the court. The diamond he leaves with Elaine : 

" Thence to the court he past; there told the king 
What the king knew, 

* Sir Lancelot is the knight.' 
And added, 

' 
Sire, my liege, so much I learnt; 

But failed to find him though I rode all round 

The region : but I lighted on the maid, 
Whose sleeve he wore ; she loves him ; and to her, 

Deeming our courtesy is the truest law, 
I gave the diamond : she will render it: 

For by mine head she knows his hiding-place.' 
The seldom-frowning king frowned, and replied, 

( * Too courteous, truly ! you shall go no more 

On quest of mine, seeing that you forget 
Obedience is the courtesy due to kings.'" 

Then follows all the gossip of a court, making sad 
work of poor Elaine's good name, though she hears 
never a word of it. The queen does, however, hear 

it all, and is driven nearly wild with jealousy, which 
is all the worse because she must hide it. 
Meantime Elaine has persuaded her father to let 

her start out, with Sir Torre, in search of Lancelot 
and Lavaine. They find the latter exercising his 
horse in a field of flowers, where Sir Torre, "being 
in his moods," leaves her and visits some relations : 

" And her Lavaine across the poplar grove 
Led to the caves : there first she saw the casque 
Of Lancelot on the wall: her scarlet sleeve, 

Though carved and cut, and half the pearls away, 
Streamed from it still; and in her heart she laughed, 
Because he had not loosed it from his helm, 
But meant once more perchance to tourney in it. 

And when they gained the cell in which he slept, 
His battle-writhen arms and mighty hands 

Lay naked on the wolfskin, and a dream 

Of dragging down his enemy made them move. 

Then she that saw him lying unsleek, unshorn, 
Gaunt as it were the skeleton of himself, 
Uttered a little tender dolorous cry." 
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The knight recognizes her and sees the love he can 

not return. In spite, however, of his coldness, the lit 

tle maid nurses him back to strength, and the hermit 

finally tells him he owes his life to her care : 

" And the sick man forgot her simple blush, 

Would call her friend and sister, sweet Elaine, 

Would listen for her coming and regret 
Her parting step, and held her tenderly, 
And loved her with all love except the love 

Of man and woman when they love their best 

Closest and sweetest, and had died the death 

In any knightly fashion for her sake. 

And peradventure had he seen her first 

She might have made this and that other World 

Another world for the sick man ; but now 

The shackles of an old love straitened him, 

His honor rooted in dishonor stood, 
And faith unfaithful kept him falsely true." 

Elaine continues her ministrations although she sees 

that Lancelot's love' is not for her, and wearies herself 

thinking she must die of love : 

" But when Sir Lancelot's deadly hurt was whole, 

To Astolat returning rode the three. 

There morn by morn, arraying her sweet self 

In that wherein she deemed she looked her best, 

She came before Sir Lancelot, for she thought 
' If I be loved, these are my festal robes, 

If not, the victim's flowers before he fall.' 

And Lancelot ever prest upon the maid 

That she should ask some goodly gift of him 

For her own self or hers ; 
* and do not shun 

To speak the wish most near to your true heart; 

Such service have you done me, that I make 

My will of yours, and prince and lord am I 

In mine own land, and what I will I can.' " 

This, as might be imagined, does not suit th 

maiden, and Lancelot, like a stupid man, lingers t 

find out what it is she wants. At last he tells her h 

must be going : 
" Then out she brake : 

' 
Going ? and we shall never see you more. 

And I must die for want of one bold word.' 
* 
Speak : that I live to hear,' he said, 

1 is yours.' 
Then suddenly and passionately she spoke : 
' I have gone mad. I love you : let me die.' 
* Ah sister,' answered Lancelot, 

' what is this ? 
' 

And innocently extending her white arms, 
' Your love,' she said, 

' 
your love ? to be your wife.' 

* And Lancelot answered, 
* Had I chosen to wed, 

I had been wedded earlier, sweet Elaine : 

But now there never will be wife of mine.' 
' 
No, no,' she cried, 

' I care not to be wife, 

But to be with you still, to see your face, 

To serve you, and to follow you through the world.' 

And Lancelot answered, 
' 
Nay, the world, the world, 

All ear and eye, with such a stupid heart 

To interpret ear and eye, and such a tongue 
To blare its own interpretation?nay, 
Full ill then should I quit your brother's love, 

And your good father's kindness.' 
" 

In this reply the maiden persists in reading h 

death sentence; nor does Lancelot's philosophical a 

surance, that what she feels is only 
1' love's first flai 

in youth," at which she will one day smile, avail to r 

store her, and she is borne into the castle swoonin 

Her father, who has heard their conversation, tel 

Lancelot he is too courteous, and begs him to u 

some rough discourteousy toward her. But this tl 

knight can not bring himself to do, further than to ri< 

away without farewell to her, taking his shield. 

After his departure the maiden still pines for hii 

refusing all proffers of comfort: 
" And in those days she made a little song, 

And called her song 
* The Song of Love and Death,' 

And sang it: sweetly could she make and sing : 

Sweet is true love, though given in vain, in vain ; 
And sweet is death who puts an end to pain: 
I know not which is sweeter, no, not I. 

Love, art thou sweet ? Then bitter death must be: 

Love, thou art bitter; sweet is death to me. 

0 love, if death be sweeter, let me die. 

Sweet love, that seems not made to fade away, 
Sweet death, that seems to make us loveless clay, 
1 know not which is sweeter, no, not I. 

I fain would follow love, if that could be ; 
I needs must follow death, who calls for me ; 

Call and I follow, I follow ! let me die." 

The song is sung, ending with a wail which 1 

brothers hear, and shudder, thinking it the "phantc 
of the house that ever shrieked before a death," a 

call their father, all hastening to the sick girl's cha: 

ber, where she tells them her dreams ? indulged ever 

since childhood ? of seeing the palace of the king, 
and plans out her voyage to and reception at that pal 
ace, which, of course, seem to her father the raving 
of delirium, and he tries even yet to stem the tide of 

her love by disparaging Lancelot, repeating the story 
of his love for the queen. This, however, she ccorns 

as idle gossip, and, putting one side Sir Torre's in 

dignation at Lancelot, asks for a priest to shrive her. 

" So when the ghostly man had come and gone, 
She with a face, bright as for sin forgiven, 

Besought Lavaine to write as she devised 

A letter, word for word ; and when he asked 

?Is it for Lancelot, is it for my dear lord ? 

Then will I bear it gladly ;' she replied, 
? For Lancelot and the queen and all the world, 

But I myself must bear it.' 
" 

Then she begs her father, as he never yet denied a 

request of hers, to deny not this, and directs how her 

quaint idea of herself bearing the letter to the queen 
is to be carried out: 

" ' 
Lay the letter in my hand 

A little ere I die, and close the hand 

Upon it; I shall guard it even in death. 

And when the heat is gone from out my heart, 

Then take the little bed on which I died 

For Lancelot's love, and deck it like the queen's 
For richness, and me also like the queen 
In all I have of rich, and lay me on it. 

And let there be prepared a chariot-bier 

To take me to the river, and a barge 
Be ready on the river, clothed in black. 

I go in state to court, to meet the queen. 
There surely I shall speak for mine own self, 

B And none of you can speak for me so well. 

2 And therefore let our dumb old man alone 

Go with me, he can steer and row, and he 

Will guide me to that palace, to the doors.' " 

Her father promises?as what father would not?? 

and she grows so cheerful they begin to persuad< 
themselves she is not dying after all; 

'* But ten slow mornings past, and on the eleventh 

Her father laid the letter in her hand, 

And closed the hand upon it, and she died. 

So that day there was dole in Astolat. 

But when the next sun brake from underground, . 

Then, those two brethren slowly with bent brows 

Accompanying, the sad chariot bier 

Past like a shadow through the field, that shone 

Full-summer, to that stream whereon the barge, 
Palled all its length in blackest samite, lay. 
There sat the lifelong creature of the house, . 

Loyal, the dumb old servitor, on deck, 

Winking his eyes, and twisted all his face. 

So those two brethren from the chariot took 

And on the black decks laid her in her bed, 

Set in her hand a lily, o'er her hung 
The silken case with braided blazonings, 
And kissed her quiet brows, and saying to her, 

"r * 
Sister, farewell forever,' and again, 

s" ?Farewell, sweet sister,' parted all in tears. 

;h Then rose the dumb old servitor, and the dead 

g- Steered by the dumb went upward with the flood 

y In her right hand the lily, in her left 

V The letter ? all her bright hair streaming down ? 

And all the coverlid was cloth of gold 
se Drawn to her waist, and she herself in white 

ie All but her face, and that clear-featured face 

ie Was lovely, for she did not seem as dead 

But fast asleep, and lay as though she smiled." 

n, Meantime Lancelot has reached the court, and, c 

the very day when the funeral barge has started on i 

strange journey, attempts to present to the queen tl 

hardly won diamonds ; but she, having heard all tl 

gossip about Elaine's love for the knight, repuls 

him, throwing the jewels through the window into tl 

stream, and rushes away to indulge the woman's refuj 

of tears. Just then comes the barge with its fa 

freight and mysterious helmsman to the water-fro; 

of the palace, where it is received with awe and woi 

der, the king himself at last joining the crowd < 

gazers at it when the dumb steersman signifies h 

destination is reached : 
" So Arthur bade the meek Sir Percivale 

And pure Sir Galahad to uplift the maid ; 

And reverently they bore her into hall. 

ier Then came the fine Gawain and wondered at her, 
And Lancelot later came and mused at her, 
At last the queen herself and pitied her : 

nc* But Arthur spied the letter in her hand, 
Kl- Stoopt, took, brake seal, and read it; this was all: 

' Most noble lord, Sir Lancelot of the Lake, . 

I, sometime called the maid of Astolat, 

Come, for you left me taking no farewell, 

Hither, to take my last farewell of you. 
I loved you, and my love had no return, 

And therefore my true love has been my death. 

And therefore to our lady Guinevere, 
And to. all other ladies, I make moan. 

Pray for my soul, and yield rae burial. 

Pray for my soul, thou too, Sir Lancelot, 
As thou art a knight peerless.' 

" _ 

Then follow the tears of the assembled court, with 

the explanations of Lancelot, a good part of which, of 

course, are for the private understanding of the queen, 
who sees how groundless was her wrath. Then the 

king decrees for the maid most honorable burial: 
" So toward that shrine which then in all the realm 

Was richest, Arthur leading, slowly went 

The marshaled order of their Table Round, 

And Lancelot sad beyond his wont, to see 

The maiden buried, not as one unknown, 
Nor meanly, but with gorgeous obsequies, 
And mass, and rolling music, like a queen. 

And when the knights had laid her comely head 

Low in the dust of half-forgotten kings, 
Then Arthur spake among them, 'Let her tomb 

Be costly, and her image thereupon. 
And let the shield of Lancelot at her feet 

Be carven, and her lily in her hand. 

And let the story of her. dolorous voyage 
For all true hearts be blazoned on her tomb 

In letters gold and azure !' which was wrought 
Thereafter." 

And so ends the story of Elaine. Of the queen's 
humble submission to Sir Lancelot, of his remorse 

and indecision, and of the king's loving trustfulness, 
there is no need to speak, because with them the story 
of the '' lily maid of Astolat" has nothing in common. 

The picture from which is made the beautiful en 

. graving in this number of The Aldine, was painted 
> by Mr. Toby E. Rosenthal, a young artist of Ameri 

can birth though of German education in art. He 

was born at San Francisco in 1845, n*s parents being 

Germans, and studied at the Academy in Munich, 
where he acquired quite a reputation as a clever cari 

caturist and producer of humorous and comic illustra 

tions and afterward of genre pictures. The " Elaine 
" 

exhibited at Berlin, shows conclusively his claims to 

high rank as a delineator of the romantic and touch 

ing, giving another proof that tears and laughter are 

of near kin. The manner in which the artist has 

seized upon the idea of the poet and expressed it in 

form as Tennyson did in words, makes comment su 

perfluous. Whoever can feel the one can not fail to 

be charmed with the other also. 

"AT THE CRADLE.'1 

No subject, love, perhaps, excepted, has more often 

inspired poet and painter than that of motherhood. 

Indeed it may be doubted whether even love has been 

so often the theme of the artist's pencil as has the re 

lation of mother and child. There is always in the 

boy and the man such a love and reverence for his 

own mother, and in the breast of the girl and woman, 
from the cradle to the grave, the maternal instinct is 

always so strong, that there is little wonder that moth 

erhood comes to be the most sacred tie our. nature 

recognizes. It is to this fact, beyond doubt, that we 

owe the many Madonnas the artists of all ages since 

the beginning of the Christian Era have given us; 

nay, more, it is this feeling which has given us the re 

ligious conception of the mother of Christ as an ob 

ject of special love and adoration, which has formed 

and does form so large a portion of the creed of the 

larger part of Christendom, and of which not even the 

sternest Protestantism has been able entirely to divest 

itself. Nor did the manifestation of the feeling begin 
with Christianity. It is only that we have so few of 

the works of poets and artists older than Christianity 
left to us, that makes it seem so. What fragments 
time has left of older works show as conclusively that 

"mother" has been in all ages a sacred name. 

Nor is it difficult to see why the artist should always 
choose to represent the mother with her young child, 
for it is in babyhood only that the child is peculiarly 
the mother's. Later in life he develops an individu 



ELAINE. ? After Rosenthal. 


	Article Contents
	p. 212
	p. 215
	p. [229]

	Issue Table of Contents
	The Aldine, Vol. 8, No. 7 (1877) pp. 206-220, 223-236
	The Blossoming of the Aloe. July 4th, 1876 [pp. 208-208]
	The Centennial [pp. 208-208]
	Going to Church [pp. 208, 207]
	The Fate of Annibale Caracci. A Legend of Rome [pp. 209-210]
	Peace and War [pp. 210-211]
	Elaine [pp. 212, 215, 229]
	At the Cradle [pp. 215-217]
	The Monk and the Countess [pp. 217-218]
	The Spur of Monmouth. Miss Hepzibah's Crowning Surprise [pp. 218-220]
	The Two Pastorals [pp. 219-220, 218]
	Up the Lehigh Valley [pp. 220-220]
	The Broken Lyre [pp. 223, 206]
	Isles of the Amazons [pp. 223-223]
	Our World's-Fair [pp. 223-225]
	Music [pp. 225-225]
	Profile Mountain [pp. 225-226]
	At the Ford [pp. 226-227]
	Kismet [pp. 228-228]
	The Elopement Office [pp. 228, 231-234]
	Picturesque Europe [pp. 233-235, 232]
	Artistic Silverwork [pp. 234-235]
	Art in Paris. The Opening of the Salon [pp. 235-236]
	Deserted. The Legend of Rabenstein [pp. 236, 213]



